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Prologue

Clyde Farrel stood behind a run down parking garage in central Ninjago City. It was one of those places where, if you were to meet someone, you were likely to get mugged. He had stood there hundreds of times. Yet, today was different. He felt anxious. Excited. Even a bit nervous. With a heavy sigh, he stuffed his hands in his pocket and brought a bronze key. He entered the key into the matching lock and opened the door.

Stepping inside, he took a moment to examine his suroundings. It was a crude sort of room, like one you might find in a prison. It was the best they could find. After all, his research had been condemned illegal by the U.S. Government. The walls and floor was a dull, simple grey. Along the walls were a dozen metal tables, each one covered with beakers, random chords, and odd looking instruments. One single lightbulb shone from the middle of the room, making the room appear dim. He never had liked bright lights, they hurt his eyes. When he was younger, the other kids teased him about it. He had never been popular in school. He had always been the weird nerd. People sometimes said he'd grow up and do something really, really weird. They never realized just how right they were.

In the center of the room was a metal table, similar to the others. Except, this one had a body strapped to it. Instantly, he was hit by the foul stench of death. He had smelt the same smell almost every day for the past three years, but every time he had to fight back a gag. Standing around the table was fourteen men, all dressed in black suits with 'R.O.T.D' pinned to them. He looked at every man until his gaze finally rested on the man closest to him. The man was short and slightly hunchbacked; he had wild white hair and fidgety hands. Clyde had never bothered to learn the mans name. He hadn't bothered with any of the men's names. He hadn't even bothered with friends anymore. These days, all he cared about was power. Power over the living. Power over the dead. Power over everyone and everything.

He stepped onto the platform that the men were standing. The platform where the body lied. The corners of his mouth lifted in a slight smile at the sight of terror on the dead man's face. It made him wonder what the man's last thoughts were, what had made him look so afraid. He then noticed the dried, matted blood that clung to the male's grey hair. This was odd, as the man had no wounds on his body. Somebody elses blood. Great. This made his job much easier. He looked at all of his men again, noticing that they too were a bit nervous. The short one he noticed earlier raised his thin arm, as if asking for permission to speak. Good, he thought. He didn't like people speaking. But, if they needed to, he had them raise their hands first. Twitch, as he and the other men called him, was his least favorite man. Still, no matter how ugly and annoying he might be, he was still vital to him. As the only one who knew what Clyde was up to and as the smartest man in the room. Besides him, of course.

"Do you have the syrum?" he croaked, his voice a harsh whisper. He cleared his throat and took a sip of water that sat on the corner of the table, realizing he hadn't spoke to anybody in two days, as he had nobody to talk to. Not that he cared. He perked a curious brow at Twitch, pausing for an answer. When it never came, he spoke again. "I asked you a question, Twitch!" He spat the name like it was something evil. Which, like he, it was.

"Oh... M-my apologies, Sir... I was j-j-just thinking... Sir." God, Clyde hated stutterers. In his opinion, if you can't speak right, don't speak at all. Hell, even if you can speak right, don't speak at all. He hated noise. His thoughts were interupted when Twitch opened his mouth again. "Y-yes Sir. I ha-have the s-s-serum. All c-completed, Sir." Twitch handed him the syrum with a shaky hand. Clyde saw the almost glowing green liquid slosh around in a needle. With another heavy exhale, he saw his breath visible in the air. Like he hated noise, he also hated heat. He preffered the room like this, with a cold chill in the air.

He clasped the injector, his thumb resting on the button. He could feel is own hand shaking with excitement. This day was immensely important to him. If this worked, he would have complete and utter control over everyone on Earth. His dreams would cease to be dreams, they'd become reality. All of the people he had ever shown weakness to, would show greater weakness to him. They'd tremble in fear as he walked past them. He shook his thoughts away for the umpteenth time that day, pausing for a second before he injected the serum into the man. The tip of the needle hovered centimeters from the man's temple.

Another pause.

Then, he slowly entered the needle. The squelching sound of liquid escaping the small hole of the needle was enough to make him smile an actual smile. Also enough to make one of his men turn around and vomit onto the floor. With a quiet chuckle, Clyde pulled the needle out of the man's head. He set the needle down and rubbed his hands together. It would take a couple of minutes for the reviving process to be complete. He was patient. He had waited years for this moment. He had waited his entire life for the moment when he could get the revenge he seeked. This was that moment. He could wait a few minutes.

Three minutes later, the process was complete. Everyone had huddled close to see the results, much to Clyde's dismay. Even the sound of breathing bothered him. Clyde was too excited to call them out for it, though. The sight in front of him made him release a breath he didn't realize he was holding. The man's eyes fluttered. The man's nose twitched. In one sudden motion, the man sat up, but was jerked back because of the binds on his wrist. His brown eyes widened in terror and he opened his mouth to scream. His throat was so raw that no noise escaped. Everyone jumped back, except for Clyde. He had been expecting this.

After all of these years. After all of his research and experimenting. It worked. His creation had actually worked.

He stepped closer to the man, smiling, but this time revealing his teeth. The same stained set of teeth the other kids had once pretended were fangs as they threw dirt on him. He noticed the fear in the man's eyes. The fear reminded him of himself when he was younger. When he was a weak, petty child. He had once been the one to cower, but not anymore. He thrusted the glass of water at the man. He would need the water to properly answer the question he was about to ask.

"What is your name?" He prayed the man wouldn't know. He prayed he would answer the way he wanted. He didn't care about the man's name. He didn't want him to remember anything about his past life. He was his now. He was his servant. His slave. Remembering who he was would spoil everything.

"I... I don't know. I don't know anything!" The man struggled against the binds again, trying to attack Clyde. "Who are you? What have you done to me?"

Clyde seemed to enjoy the man's screams. Except, of course, he didn't at the same time. The noise. The God awful noise. He backhanded the man, sending him back to the table. "Shut it! Shut it! SHUT IT!" He breathed heavily, anger getting the best of him. With his fists clenching and unclenching he turned towards the fourteen men, who had been cheering and fistbumping. Some even hugged. He closed his eyes, sighed, and then opened them again. His hand inched towards the pistol he had hidden in the fold of his waist-band. "Thank you for your cooperation. Unfortunately, you must die now."

The men immediatelly stopped cheering and froze in place as he aimed the pistol at their heads. In a swift motion, he shot them in the skull, sparing nobody's life except the dead man's and Twitch's. He frowned at the sight of blood on his floor and the dead bodies all stacked in a heaping pile. The sight didn't bother him. The fact that he'd have to clean it up did. He then returned his attention back to the man. The man's eyes had gone even wider and judging by the stain between his legs, he had soiled his jeans. "P-please don't... Don't hurt me."

With a roll of his eyes, Clyde aimed the pistol right between the man's eyes. The final test before the results were confirmed. He pulled the trigger. There was a piercing sound. A hole. But, no blood. No pain. The man couldn't die. He was immortal.

He laughed a cold, high-pitched laugh as he slipped the pistol back where it belonged. "Phase One: Revival of the Dead. Status: Complete." He looked over at Twitch who didn't seem affected by the dead men around them. "Gather your things, Twitch. We have work to do."


End file.
